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A LOVE LETTER 10 
ALMIGHTY GOD 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Father of sinners 
and saints, once more this crazy 
Prodigal for whom You have 
killed so many fatted calves— 
comes to pray to You on behalf 
of a holy saint. 

He is not yet a Saint, Lord. That 
is, he has not been canonized. 
But, in my eyes, he is indeed a| 
saint, and one of the most won-| 
derful in all your wonderful ros-| 
er of the sanctified. 

Lord, Blessed Martin de Por- 
res, has waited three hundred 
and twenty years for the full hon- 
ors of the altar. Please end his 
waiting! Make him a saint this 
year! 





Be Good To Us 

Rather I should say, please end 
our waiting. Make him a saint this 
year for us. Canonization will not 
make him any happier, will give 
him no higher place in heaven. 
But it will make the world hap- 
pier. It may bring more prodigal 
sons back to You, God. And it 
cannot fail to have a profound 
effect upon all the peoples of the 
world—even the Russians and 
the Chinese. 

May I remind You, Lord, of the 
Part Blessed Martin played in 
bringing me back to Your Arms— 
after such a very long time away 
from them? If he could help the 
likes of me, what can he not do 
for others? 

Twenty years I spent in exile, 
God. Twenty years thanks to 
Martin 1 have spent in Your for- 
giveness and Your love. Twenty 
years I have known and loved 
Blessed Martin. 

I shall never forget the letter 
from Fulton Oursler, then editor 
of Liberty Magazine, in which_I 
first heard of Blesed Martin. 
Someone had written Ousler about. 
the ‘wonder worker of Peru, the 
ill-born son of a Negro woman and 
a haughty Spanish Don.” and 
had suggested that the magazine 
publish some sort of story about 
him . . “to cement good relations 
between Latin America and the 
United States.” 

Strange Coincidence 

I was in Chicago at the time, 
visiting Bishop Bernard Sheil 
with the idea of writing a series 
of articles for Liberty about his 
Catholic Youth Organization. Na- 
turally I went immediately to him 
on receipt of the letter from New 
York. 

“Do you know anything of 
Blessed Martin de _ Porres?” I 
asked? 

“Until this morning”, he said, 
“T had never heard of him. But, 
by a strange coincidence, I re- 
ceived a book about him with the 
morning’s mail.-You read the 
book. Then, when you go back to 
New York, interview the Domini- 
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can priests. It seems they have 
even organized a Blessed Martin 
guild in that city. You’ll get your 
story from them.” 

Yes, Lord,-I got the story. It 
was about the millions of people 
in the United States and Canada 
and other parts of the world who 
were praying for the canonization 
of Blessed Martin. They hoped 
to celebrate the 300th anniversary 
of his death—which occurred 
Nov. 3, 1639—with all the pomp 
and ceremony imaginable. 

But in 1939 we had not a joyful 
event but a bloody war. 

Hot or Cold 


I called the story “Hurrying 











Heaven’’—perhaps I am hurrying 
heaven again—and gave a few de-| 
tails of his birth, life, and death. | 
It was so easy to tell. His father 
disowned him, but had him bap- 
tized a few hours after he was 
born. He grew up poor. He was one 
of the humblest of Your children. 
He was humble because he loved 
You, and because he relied on You 
for everything—like a child. It 
was Your power he worked to per- 
form those many miracles that 
distinguished him—that made 
him the wonder of all ages! 

God, You have said, through 
Your Son Jesus, that if a man 
were neither hot nor cold You 
would begin to spit him out of 
Your mouth. Martin was a burn- 
ing fire. He never was anything 
else! 

Get Rid of Self 

Often I am convinced-I am 
neither hot nor cold, and that I 
should be spit out of Your mouth. 
I do not worry abut this, because 
I love You, and because I know 
You love me; and also because I 
realize that no man really knows 
himself. No man can say what de- 
gree of heat he radiates, nor what 
degree of cold has frozen him. If 
I worry about this I worry about 
self. 

We let self come between You 
and us. The more self, the more 
chill; the less self the more You, 
the more heat. If You spit us out 
it is because we are pretty much 
all self, and very little You—if 
any You at all. 

Because Martin had such hu- 
mility, his ego never got in the 
way of Your grace, Your love, 
Your divine guidance, Your al- 
mighty power, Your infinite com- 
passion. He was a lesser Christ— 
or should I say he was like a les- 
ser Christ? 

Liberty printed my story. And 
a miracle happened in Trenton, 
N.J. because of it. At least it was 
a miracle to me. The baby, Bruce 
Jones—what’s become of him, 
Lord? How thin and hopeless he 
looked when I firt saw him in the 
St. Francis hospital. I was sure he 
was going to die. 

A New Lung 

He had ruptured one of his 
lungs, and the doctors didn’t 
know what to do about it. They 
had him in an oxygen tent, and 
his waxy little chest was stuck full 
of hollow needles. Only through 
them could he expel the air from 
the pleural cavity. He could not, 
of course, breathe out of that rup- 
tured lung. (It hadn’t exactly rup- 
tured. It had exploded—or so the 
many X-rays indicated.) 

Fr. Norbert Georges, O.P., now 
the head of the Blessed Martin 
Guild at 141 E. 65th St., New York, 
put a relic of Bl. Martin on the 
child, and blessed him. And, in 
six days, the baby had a new lung! 
_ Ever since then Martin and I 
have been more than close. At 
times we were inseparable. He 
brought me close to St. Therese, 
the Little Flower, and to Our Bles- 
sed Lady, then “sort of” aband- 
oned me. But whenever I have 
needed him, he has rushed to help 
me. 

New Saint—New World 

Lord, he can help the world as 
no other t can. I do not have 
to tell You that. You know it 
better than I do. You know how 
he used to go about the city of 
Lima, Peru, helping the sick and 
the maimed and the hungry and 
the desperately poor. There was 
no distress where Martin walked. 
There was no wretchedness. There 
was no misery. There was noth- 
ing any communists could exploit 
to turn the poor away from You 
and deliver them to their Lord, 
the devil. 

Lord, make him a saint; and let 
him walk the world of our day 
with his never-empty basket, his 





PRIEST’S ROLE IN 
THE LAY APOSTOLATE 


By Catherine Doherty 


Our good printer, who rarely makes any mistake in Restoration, 


skipped part of a paragraph in my article on “the role of the priest- 
hood in the Lay Apostolate’ of our November issue. 

Yet strange as it may seem, even that maimed article brought 
many letters from both clergy and seminarians asking for more. 

Still feeling diffident about writing to priests, even as I did 
| when I wrote “Dear Bishop,” and “Dear Seminarian,” I comply. 
| Because I clearly understand that the growth of the Lay Apostol- 
|ate depends on the co-operation between the laity and the clergy. 





And this, perforce must embrace a 
We Need Priests 

In order of importance, the role 

of the priest in the Lay Apostol- 








|ate, to my mind, demands SPIR- 
Vie ar |ITUAL DIRECTION. This time I 








Another “Busy” Year 


J.D.V. 











Most people of our times seem 
to be either busy, or utterly lost. 
By this I mean that the idea of 
an hour with nothing to do, no 
place to go, and no one to speak 
to, appears as a threatening dan- 
ger to be avoided at all cost. And 
the reason is very simple: when 
we have nothing to do, nowhere to 
go, and no one to speak to, we 
are left with this frightful mon- 
ster: our own self. 

Now, we do not have to be mon- 
sters. We are all born with origi- 
nal sin, it is true, but this is wash- 
ed away in Baptism. We were in- 
nocent children, called to the love 
of God and, ultimately, to the 
vision of Him forever. What is so 
frightful in a being so highly fa- 
vored? Its horror, its monstrosity 
which makes it shudder at the 
very thought of meeting itself is 
the fact that, while called to et- 
ernal love, and by Eternal Love, 
it has refused to answer this call 
with every breath of life, every 
instant of freedom, every con- 
scious moment. 

Instead, it has kept busy. 

Busy doing what? Collecting a 
hoard of coins that will be lost, 
anyway. (Squirrels always lose 
their nuts. Working so hard at 
it that there is no time left to 
live. Setting up imaginary goals 
of power or comfort, and dying 
under uGeless and self-imposed 
yokes. Killing themselves to buy 
‘labor-saving gadgets they can- 
not afford and do not need. 
Spending their life-blood (trans- 
muted into bank-notes, the red 
of life into the green of death) on 
such incredible vanities as minks, 
and cadillacs; wild parties that 
leave nothing but a hangover (at 
least) and remorse, and whatever 
other nonsense’ most people spend 
their money on. 

All the time they are busy, 
BUSY, BUSY doing nothing of 
any eternal value whatsoever. 

Silence and solitude! Silence 
and solitude! 

“I AM THE VOICE OF ONE 
CRYING IN THE DESERT: 
“MAKE STRAIGHT THE WAY 
OF THE LORD!” 


Combermere Diary 


Staff Workers Mary Davis and 
Paul Lussier have been appointed 
from Madonna House to Marian 
Centre in Edmonton; and Marilyn 
Williamson and Bill Murphy re- 
turn from there to Combermere. 

We saw an article in the Ed- 
monton “Journal”, stating that 
Marian Centre last year had fed 
more than 90,000 meals, and dis- 
tributed clothing to about’ 10,000 
people. 

The farm population at St. 
Benedict’s Acres, our farm, has 
been increased by the donation of 
six goats; four does, and two kids. 

Father Drean, OMI, and 
Brother Fallu, both of Lower Post, 
B.C., paid us a brief but pleasant 
visit. 

We rejoiced to learn that the 
Archbishop of Boston, His Grace, 
Richard Cushing, had been nam- 











(Continued on Page Four) 


ed a Cardinal. 


Father McNamara, the pastor|mean that type of spiritual di- 
of St. Lawrence O’Toole’s parish, | rection which is, per excellence of 
in Barry’s Bay, died during the|the very ministry of the priest. 
month of November. A man of|The whole Lay Apostolate rests 


mutual dialogue. 
such youth “competent help”, ex- 
plaining that neurosis need not 
be in every case, an impediment 
to vocation—and that “competent 
help” would save many existing 
vocations. 

It becomes increasingly im- 
portant for priests engaged in 
the works of the confessional, and 


rare courage and fortitude, he 
continued in his priestly duties, 
even though physically handi- 
capped, for the past several years, 
by the amputation of both limbs. 

During the same month, Staf- 
fer Ronnie MacDonnell lost his 
mother. 

On December 8th, the fifth an- 
niversary of the opening of our 
chapel, we attended the blessing 
of the girls’ new dormitory at 
Carmel Hill. 

Your generosity in sending us 
toys, clothing, and gifts, made it 
possible for us to give individual 
Christmas presents to the child- 
ren in eighteen local schools. 

Not only in our monthly Mass 
for all our benefactors, but in our 
daily Rosary, we ask God to bless 
you and yours in this New Year. 


To Clothe The Needy: 


By Sally Murphy 











Marian Centre: 10528 98 St., Ed- 
monton, Alberta. The last few 
weeks, I had a chance to work in 
the clothing room. Mabel, a faith- 
ful volunteer, helps me distrib- 
ute the clothing into its proper 
place. I sorted. 

Want to know what it is like? 
Well, I'll tell you anyway. 

It is in St. Joe’s House—an old 
and unlovely house to the right of 
the Centre, which frankly looks a 
lot better on the outside than it 
does on the inside. 

I imagine the clothing room 
here is a lot like the one at Ma- 
donna House. Nobody ever thinks 
of writing what went on there 
during the years in the dark, 
damp recesses of the M.H. base- 
ment. There is not very much 
that is exciting about Clothing 
Rooms in general, I guess. And 
yet, they are part of our apostol- 
ate in three of our houses. So 
they should break into the news 
sometimes. 

There is not very much that is 
exciting about unpacking used 
clothing—much of it wrinkled, 
old and smelly—and that ina 
chilly room. Or about dragging 
cardboard boxes filled with old 
shoes into the next room. Or about 
folding everything neatly as pos- 
sible on the shelves and watching 
all your work disappear in two 
seconds as the searching hands of 
poor people pull it off. These 

ple look at it, and either drop 
it-on the floor, stick it under their 
arm, or shove it back untidily 
where they got it. 

And there is nothing with 
writing about in the fact that 
you stood in a room filled with 
men for two and a half hours 
while you tried your best to find 
themb some pants, or shoes, or 
shirts, from the pile of old cloth- 
ing on the shelves and racks. 

Jack Scanlon helps also on that 
part of it, when it is Men’s Day. 

And you don’t feel like writing 
about the tiredness you feel 
when it is all over, and you look 
at the mess, and realize you have 
to unpack again, sort again, fold 
again, carry and drag again to- 
morrow. I guess it is because we 
are afraid of sounding heroic, 
when we know darned well we 
aren’t. 

So, I guess I won’t write about 





it. 


}on it, because the Apostolate is 


jonly as strong as its links. It is) 


| composed of human beings, indiv- 
|iduals all, each unique and dif- 


|ferent. Each must be led to that 


total perfection desired by God 


| given this particular individual 
;just so many “Talents”, and for 
| which He supplies all the graces 


| needed. 


| Alone by themselves, 


| self—which may be counted on 
/only under very special circum- 
stances—these individuals cannot 
develop their full spiritual and 


this primary apostolic task, the 
aad of priests God appointed for 
it. 

Yet unless this spiritual for- 
mation, or foundation is laid in 
each individual—the 


deeply. And, in proportion to this 
unfulfilled need, they will, as a 
collective, either fall by the way- 
side, or fail to reach ITS FULL, 
GOD-DESIRED POTENTIAL 
TOO! 

| We must never lose sight of the 
ifact that the PRIMARY WORK 
OF THE LAY APOSTOLATE IS 
THE SANCTIFICATION OF ITS 
oy gees All the rest flows from 
shat! 


We Need D*rection 

There is a strange reluctance 
on the part of the clergy to accept 
-he role of spiritual directors. 
Does it lie in the fact that the 
whole idea of such is alien to 
this Continent of North America? 
Or does the priest feel the need of 
deeper training and preparation 
for this role—as yet not being 
given in our Seminaries? I would 
not know. The fact remains, that 
as years go by, and as the laity, 
especially those connected with 
the Lay Apostolate, seek, desper- 


seldom find them. As a result a 
deep “let down” feeling comes to 
them. Their loneliness, which al- 
ready is great, increases. And at 
times their confusion increases 
too. 

Granted that spiritual directing 
demands indeed much training 
and knowledge—the Sacrament of 
Ordination gives the priest the 
grace for it. Why not try and 
launch into the deep? Study and 
read while “launching”. Profit by 
one’s own mistakes? (The Lord 
always makes up for them in the 
directee.) An obedient directee will 
profit from my such mistakes— 
by growing in obediences. 

We Need Help 

Several problems will confront 
the spiritual director from the 
very start. The first will, quite 
unexpectedly, perhaps, be the dire 
need to distinguish emotional in- 
stability, (in a word the neurosis 
of our age) from spirituality. For 
it must be frankly acknowldeged 
and in fact is being acknowldeg- 
ed, that many of those entering 
seminaries, male and female no- 
vitiates, Secular Institutes, and 
the “free Lay Apostolates”, suffer 
from a none too healthy emotional 
state. 

So prevalent is this very mod- 
ern problem of neurosis among 
our youth, that the late Holy Fa- 
ther spoke forcefully and often 
on this subject. 

In a letter addressed to the 
Bishops and Major Superiors of 
various Orders and Secular In- 
stitutes, he urged them to extend 





Himself and for which He has| 


unless | 
| miraculously led by the Lord Him-| 


active potential. They need, for'| 


totality of) 
any given apostolate will suffer 


ately seek, spiritual directors, they | 


of spiritual direction, to realize 
this. For obviously since grace 
| works on nature, restored nature 
| will obtain grace to do its full 
| work. 
| The ideal “competent help” 
mentioned by Pius XII would 
| either be a team of priest and psy- 
|chiatrist, or a priest who IS a 
| psychiatrist. The latter, as yet, 
jis rare. 

We Need Counsel 
In meantime it is vitally im- 
| portant for priests to recognize at 
| least the symptom of neurosis so 
as to be able to send people to that 
“competent help”. 
| This is easily done by reading 
some of the books on the matter, 
|especially those written for the 
|clergy, and some others written 
| for all engaged in the work of 
|counselling and teaching. 
Attending Summer Seminars, 
| Workshops, and Lectures on Psy- 
‘chiatry and the Confessional . . 
|or Psychiatry and Religion . . is 
}another way of getting valuable 
training. Most Catholic Universit- 
les now run such lecture courses. 
And one of the best workshops of 
|this type is yearly held at St. 
John’s Benedictine Abbey, College- 
ville, Minnesota. 

All these easy-to-get-at helps 
will go a long way in aiding the 
priests to recognize at least the 
|Symptom of neurosis, and to rec- 
| ommend to their directees the 
/seeking of proper professional 
‘help. They will also help priests 
|to distinguish between emotional 
problems and spiritual ones. 

We Need Knowledge 

| With Catholics this is import- 
| ant, for they often needlessly 
| Spiritualize what should be, and 
could be, easily cured—and being 
cured would set their intelligence 
| and soul utterly free to correspond 
| fully with graces given. 

| Yearly the subject of spiritual 
|direction comes up at Madonna 
House Summer School of the Lay 
Apostolate. Youth expresses more 
and more the need for same and 
inquires how to go about getting 
a spiritual director. Our answers 
are always the same. “Pray for 
one. If you find a priest you feel 
will help you to get closer to God, 
approach him simply, and ask 
him to be your spiritual director.” 

That we all need spiritual di- 
rection is evident. We cannot 
know ourselves OBJECTIVELY. 
Another can. Pope Pius IX said, 
“Grace comes to men through 
men, and especially through men 
divinely appointed to bring that 
grace to others . . priests.” 

We Need A Guide 

The way to God is hard, and 
the devil often tries to confuse 
the sign posts of that road. Defin- 
itely a guide is needed. But be- 
fore you decide to seek such a 
guide, make up your mind that 
you must LOVE HIM AS IF HE 
WERE CHRIST HIMSELF, 
WHICH HE IS! OBEY HIM AB- 
SOLUTELY, AS YOU WOULD 
CHRIST HIMSELF AND 
TRUST HIM COMPLETELY. 
Without this love, this obedience, 
this trust, you will only waste his 
time and yours. 
| Once this priest of your choice 
|has accepted you, and given you 
|your first appointment, prepare 
a short biographical sketch. It 
| will help him to direct you. Also 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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HAPPY NEW YEAR! 


desolate. 
HAPPY NEW YEAR! 


FUL PLACE! 
Happy New Year! 


be ... Next door.. 


If all of us do. 


Happy New Year! 


Happy New Year! 


Happy New Year! 


wealth, fame. . 


of the Beatific Vision. 
Happy New Year! 


hour of every day with us. 
Happy New Year! 


BL>-MARTIN 
DE-PORRES 4 








WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


It will be a happy one indeed for all of us if itis a 
God-centered year. It is time that we turned our faces 
toward the Lord . . for unless we do, the earth, that 
draws our gaze so much. . 


It will be indeed a happy one if we begin to 
understand what life is all about, begin to realize 
that our hearts are restless because they have not 
yet found their resting place, which is the heart of 
God.; and that life is all about finding that REST- 


It will be a hapy one if we begin to love God with 
our wholé heart, our whole mind, and our whole soul, 
and because of that love of God truly begin to love 
our neighbor, whoever he may be or wherever he may 
. or six thousand miles away! 


. then peace will dwell with the 
world through this New Year . 


It will be a happy one if we clean the house of 
our souls from all that clutters it up, making room 
in it for the Most Holy Trinity to dwell therein. 


It will be a happy one if we cease to be self- 
centered and become Christ 
centered, world centered . . 


It will be a happy one if we cease to seek power, 
. and begin seeking sanctity ... 
which will lead us through the paths of meekness, 
humility, poverty of spirit, and charity, to the joys 


It wil lbe a happy one if we beg God’s mother, 
and ours, to share our days with us; to walk every 


It will be a happy one if we seek our strength in 
Him who is the Bread of the Saints . . 
ipate as often as possible in the awesome Sacrifice of 
Calvary, the Mass; and thus gather the grace to put 
the house of our soul in order. 


HAPPY HOLY NEW YEAR TO EACH AND EVERY 
ONE OF YOU, BELOVED FRIENDS! 


A TRULY HAPPY AND HOLY NEW YEAR! 


avr, 


+ HELP-US-IN-FITS-OF- TEMPER 


will become once more 


centered, neighbor 


if we partic- 

















Start The Year Well 


Oyez .. . Oyez .. . Hear Ye! 
Hear Ye! A New Year is upon us! 
Anyone looking for a good New 
Year’s Resolution? Don’t look any 
further. We have one for you that 
will really fill your year with hap- 
piness . . . Make the resolution to 
read more. Read more _ good 
books! 

Good books cost a lot of money? 
Indeed they do. And maybe you 
have no lending library in your 

e, town or city . . . at least 
not a Catholic one. Please — do 
not let this worry you. Madonna 
House offers a unique service to 
Canadians who receive mail any- 
where in the Dominion. 

_ FOR ONLY TWO DOLLARS A 
YEAR YOU CAN SUBSCRIBE 














TO OUR UNIQUE CATHOLIC 
LENDING LIBRARY BY MAIL 
. .. WE WILL SEND YOU A 
CATALOGUE OF TEN THOUS- 
AND BOOKS TO CHOOSE FROM 
(three thousand of these are for 
children and youth) AND WHAT 
IS EVEN MORE WONDERFUL 
... YOU WILL NOT HAVE TO 
PAY RETURN POSTAGE ON 
YOUR BOOKS. A _ STICKER 
THAT WILL COME WITH YOUR 
PACKAGES, AND WHICH IS A 
FRANCHISE OF THE CANADIAN 
POSTAL AUTHORITY,  EN- 
ABLES, YOU TO RETURN THE 
BOOKS POSTAGE FREE TO US. 
Why not write today for fur- 
ther information? Or just send 
the TWO LITTLE DOLLARS, that 
will open the doors to wealth of 
knowledge and joy untold . . 
and implement our-your NEW 
YEAR RESOLUTION? : 
Don’t postpone . . . Implement 
such a good resolution—NOW! 








EDDIE'S OF 1959 


By Eddie Doherty 











On Dec. 8th the feast of the 
Immaculate Conception, and the 
fifth anniversary of the opening 
of the Immaculate Conception 
Chapel in Madonna House, Miss 
Marite Langlois held a ‘house 
warming.” 

You go left as you leave the 
gate at Madonna House. You go 
along the road, past the church, 
past the grave yard where our 
first pioneer Staff Worker, Grace 
Flewwelling, is buried. At the fork 
of the road, just beyond the con- 
vent of the Faithful Companions, 
you turn right and try to get up 
Sandy Hill. 

Go In First? 

Even when it is sanded, Sandy 
Hill is tough on travelers. It is 
a long hill, steeper than it looks, 
and not so simple as you think. 
It will skid you in winter, unless 
you know how to treat it in snow 
and sleet and rain. It will stall 
you any time. (It isn’t easy to 
walk up, either—nor yet to walk 
down). 

Turn left at the next cross 
roads. Go straight ahead. On a 
very narow path you will come to 
a home-made shrine of Our Lady 


|of Mt. Carmel; and you will see, 
(on your left, a 


very beautiful 
modern house. Keep on. Pass 
another shrine. This one has a 
statue of St. Joseph. Follow the 
ruts. You won’t see anything but 
scenery for a moment or two. 
Then you'll see a barn. And—hold 
your breath—then you'll see the 
House of Our Lady of Mt. Carmel 
—the newest acquisition of the 
Madonna House apostolate! 

There is a story to go with the 
place; and it reminds one of what 
our Father Gene said a long time 
ago. “Our Lady’, he said. ‘“She’s 
cute; she’s terrific.” 

The house and the barn at the 
end of your ride, and the 150 
acres of hill and brush, belonged, 
until this Autumn, to one of our 
old Staff Workers, Phil Larkin. 

When, in 1951, we decided to 
become a Secular Institute, and 
take the vows of Poverty, Chastity, 
and Obedience that state required, 
Phil took fond leave of us. He had 
found a girl, and he discovered 
through her, apparently,—that 
his vocation was marriage. He 
didn’t want to live too far away. 
He had a little money. So he 
bought the farm beyond Sandy 
Hill—about three miles south of 
us. 

When he ran into financial dif- 
ficulties, he asked help of Our 
Lady of Carmel. Phil is a Third 
Order Carmelite, and a most zeal- 
ous one. Our Lady of Carmel gave 
him an idea. His property wasn’t 
much good for farming. But it had 
a magnificent view. Why couldn’t 
he sell lots to the people visiting 
Madonna House each summer? 
They could put up some sort of 
vacation cabins, and spend a few 
weeks or a few months every year 
in one of the most beautiful hills 
in the world! 

He talked about it; and, without 
much trouble, suceeded in dis- 
posing of a dozen or more lots. To 
his amazement he learned that 
most of the buyers were also Third 
Order Carmelites. That’s why the 
shrine was erected. That’s why the 
location got the name Carmel 
Hill—or Mt. Carmel. 


A Combermere Chalet 

The first Carmelite to build a 
house on the property was Mrs. 
Helen Moisant, of Chicago. Hers 
isn’t a cabin. Uh! Uh! It’s a 
beautiful little chalet! And it has 
“everything”. Mrs. Moisant was 
so pleased with it that she turned 
it over to the people of Madonna 
House, for the use of Staff Work- 
ers or guests, whenever they had 
need of it—and whenever she or 
her friends were not “at home.” 

Staff Workers of Madonna 
House spent days there, or weeks, 
in prayer and meditation. They 
began to feel closer and closer to 
Our Lady of Carmel. Our Lady of 
Combermere. Our Lady of Car- 
mel. She’s the same Lady under 
any title. And she seems always 
to be watching over us, helping 
us, providing for us. 

Phil and his’ wife, Ann, 
struggled valiantly to make a liv- 
ing off the farm. They failed. The 
ground was too stony for crops; 
and nothing anybody did could 
produce a decent food crop. The 
house was too big. Even after 
the little boy came to bless their 
marriage the plac was overwhelm- 
ing. And, though neither Ann nor 
Phil ever complained, it must 
have been desperately lonely most 
of the time. It is so hidden. The 
solitude is so profound. 


Cute? You Bet 
They kept talking to Our Lad 
of Mt. Carmel; and she helped 
them when they most needed 


.|help; but, as I look at it, she was 


trying all the time to send them 
back to the big cities—where they 
would be happier. Eventually it 


became clear to them that this 


‘with debt. They couldn’t leave. 





was her plan. They were burdened 


Then, unexpectedly, Phil’s father 
died. There was some money. Phil 
could pay up what he owed, and 
he could take Ann and the baby 
back to Prince Edward Island 
where he could make a fine living 
for them! 

He had to sell the farm. But 
nobody seemed to want it. Nobody 
but the people of Madonna House. 
Our director general was like the 
old woman who lived in a shoe 
and had so many children she 
didn’t know what to do. The ap- 
ostolate was growing with fright- 
ening speed. Boys and girls were 
flocking to Combermere, eager to 
join Madonna House and its way 
of life—but she had no place in 
which to put them. 

The Larkin house could hold 
a dozen, maybe, if it were fixed 
up. And it might also, some day, 
be used for the Summer School. 
Those 150 or more acres should 
not be wasted. And that magnif- 
icent view. 

God was very close there, on 
Carmel Hill! And Our Lady walk- 
ed over every acre daily! 

And Terrific? Boy! 

But how is one to buy a place 
when he has no money? He talks 
to Our Lady. Our Lady of Com- 
bermere. Our Lady of Carmel. Our 
Lady under any title. Catherine 
talked to Our Lady. A wonderful 
priest overheard her—a wonderful | 
priest who happened to have a} 
little cash. 

Our Lady’s children all rejoic- 
ed; Phil and Ann because they 
could go east with some ready 
money; and the people in Madon- 
na House because they had found 
a place where some of those men 
and women eager to give their 
lives, could be housed and trained. 

Marite Langlois, one of the first 
of our Staff Workers, was appoint- 
ed “house mother” for the new 
place; and nine girls were chosen 
to ocupy the rooms. Men, women, 
and priests worked unceasingly 
for many weeks, remaking the 
Larkin place. They painted the 
house. They remodeled some of 
the rooms. They put in plumbing 
—nearly every piece of it donat- 
ed by friends. They put in electric 
light and power. They even help- 
ed to put up the “hydro” poles 
that bring the wires into the 
house. They found tables and 
chairs and mattresses and cots 
and clothes cabinets. They paint- 
ed the interior. They decorated. 
They found pictures and orna- 
ments for the walls. They did a 
thousand other things. 

And, on the great day, the day 
of the “house warming”, our 
chaplain, Fr. John T. Callahan 
blessed the place—though he felt 
Our Lady of Combermere, or Our 
Lady of Carmel, had already bles- 
sed it. 

It is astonishing what we can 
do with a little bit of money — 
when we have a little bit of money. 


wie 
wee 


A New Year's Plea-- 
Lord, Give Us Saints 


Lord, give us saints! 

Not only devout men, but men for 
whom God is all, 

Not only men minduful of all 
fleshly miseries and ready to 
help in all misfortunes. 

But men at whom one cannot look 
without seeing You; 

Whom one cannot hear without 
listening to You. 

Authentic witnesses of Your Ma- 
jesty; 

Prophets who deliver Your mes- 
sage. 

Lok at Your children, Lord ... 
alas, they no longer love them- 
selves; 

Everywhere egotism is hard and 
hatred is brutal. 

Everywhere there are divisions 
and dissensions which prepare 
for terrible tomorrows. 

Have pity on us, Lord. The earth 
is dark without You. 

We need saints. Great saints to 
call down upon us Your grace. 

You alone can raise them up. Take 
them where You see fit, among 
us or elsewhere. 

Among the poor as well as among 
the powerful; 

Among the wise as among the 
ignorant; 

Among the lay people as among 
the clergy; 

From the world in its madness, or 
in the solitude of the cloister. 

Lord, give us saints . . . Amen. 
—tTranslated from the French 
of Most Rev. Alfred Ancel, Aux- 
iliary Bishop of Lyons, quoted 
in ORIENT. Quoted in “Cath- 

olic Quote.” 

















JOURNEY INWARD 


By Catherine Doherty 








The fire in the old fashioned 
fireplace was bright and warm. 
The night outside was frosty and 
cold. If you listened, you could 
hear the strange sounds of a freez- 
ing river that passed by our 
house. Mother used to say that 
the river wept because King Frost 
had come to imprison her. We 
children did not think she should 
weep, because it was so lovely to 
skate on her clear blue ice, which 
seemed to us to dress her all up 
in fine shimmering rich clothing. 


It was one of those rare even-4 


ings when, father being away and 
the younger children all in bed, I 
was allowed to stay up with mo- 
ther; and there I was sitting by 
the fire, asking her to tell me a 


story. 
Echo of God’s Voice 

Slowly mother began telling me 
how the Chosen people of Israel 
used to dance before God, and how 
dancing could be a form of prayer 
if it were done lovingly, reverent- 
ly and gallantly. 

Especially, she said one must 
have a dancing heart .. . That 
was very important for spiritual 
life. For after all, she explained, 


life was a dance, danced to the} 


music of God’s voice. 

One could put it another way, 
of course—and simply say— that 
to become a saint one had but to 
do God’s will always, uniting one’s 
own will to His, completely and 
always, no matter what His will 
might be. 

Being a musician, she thought 
in terms of music and dancing. 
The beautiful music of God’s Holy 
Will, the responsive human heart 
dancing gallantly, beautifully and 
happily to its tune. 

If the dance were true to the 
music... then human hearts and 
souls would, after death, meet 
God, the great Musician, face to 
face. It would be a joyous, glorious 
meeting! 

The Dancing Heart 

She gave me many illustrations. 
They wove themselves in and out 
of her lovely story. I have never 
forgotten them, I will write them 
some day when I have time. 

Looking back at my life. . . I 
often wonder . . if my heart has 
danced well . .. for now I know 
“My heart IS a dancer to God’s 
tune”... 

Birth in pain 
My heart 

Is a dancer. 
It dances 
Awa 

Its life 

Sad, or gay. 


‘It dances 
In shadows. 
It dances 
In light. 
But always 
It dances 
Its life 
Away. 


My heart 
Is a dancer, 
Now abandoned 
And gay, 
Now lost 
In a mad 
Whirl 
Of days 
Bleak, or grey. 
But always 
Dancing 

. Its life 
Away. 


My heart 
Is a dancer 
To the song 
Of flames, 
The music 
Of snow, 
Or of rain. 
But always 
It dances 
Its life 
Away. 


My heart 
Is a dancer 
To music 
That men 
Do not 
Know. 
It follows 
The song 
Of the 
Wind in 
The leaves. 

_ Wherever 
It goes. 
But always 
It dances 
Its life 

. Away. 


My heart 
Is_a dancer 
That weaves 
A design 

Of love 

And desires 
That take 
Birth in pain. 
But always 
It dances 

Its life 
Away. 


My heart 

Is a dancer 
Of passion 
That spans 
Time 

And eternity. 
But always 
It dances 

Its life 
Away. 


My heart 
Is a dancer 
Graceful 
And light, 
Like the 
Beam of 
The sun, 
Or the 
Darkness 
Of night. 
But always 
It dances 
Its life 
Away. 


My heart 

Is a dancer 
That hymns 
Through 
Each step 
Its love 

To the 
Lover 

For whom 
It dances 
Its life 
Away. 


Dance my 
Heart. 
Dance 
And sing 
Your life 
Away. 

For 

Only in 
Death 
Will 

You know 
Him 

For Whom 
You danced 
Your life 
Away! 





\WV 




















Cana Colony 











Pictured in this issue of Restor- 
ation is a cut of the Chapel of 
Our Lady of the Lake, at the 
Cana Colony, situated on St. 
Ann’s Farm, here in Combermere. 

The Cana Colony is a vacation 
spot for families..Last summer 
more than eighty parents, and 
some two hundred and fifty 
children, enjoyed its unique holi- 
day facilities. Special priests who 
are interested in the Family Apos- 
tolate, and are conversant with 
Cana Conferences and the Christ- 
ian Family Movement, are invited 
to give lectures to the parents. 
The daily program begins with 
Mass. Then in the afternoon, 
around 2 o’clock, when the babies 
are settled down for a nap, the. 
first conference is held. Family 
Rosary is recited in this chapel 
after supper; and around 9.00 
Ea when the “small fry” are 
ucked in bed, the second confer- 
ence is held. 

Hikes, swimming in the warm, 
shallow waters of Bennett Lake, 
swings, teeter-totters, slides, base- 
ball, fishing, provide plenty of 
outlet for the children’s energies, 

No stipulated fee is required; 
the donation being left to the 
means of the family. 

Besides the Chapel, there are 
six cabins and a Community 
Center at the Colony, 

Four more cabins are planned, 
and another Center. Their con- 
struction and erection await the 
goodness and generosity of a don- 
or. Could it be you? Each cabin 
costs about $750.00. You might 
wish to make a memorial for 
some member of your FAMILY— 
and what better way, than in 
providing for the happiness of 
the young, growing families of 
Canada and America? 

We have a waiting list already 





for 1960. We hope we can build. 











January—)959 


RESTORATION 


Page Three 








What Brings ‘Em to God 


By Thurston Smith 





Catholic Information Centre, 
Edmonton, Alta—The inquiry 
forum is over. It is too soon to say 
how many, if any, conversions 
have resulted. But we know of at 
least six non-catholics who are 
eager with desire as a result of 
the fall conferences. Deo Gratias! 

The Legion praesidium of eight 
(including myself as vice-presid- 
ent) learned much in its contacts 
with both the Catholics and the 
non-Catholics attending the 
course. We hope to put this know- 
ledge to use the next time. There 
is nothing like the Legion system 
when worked properly. Each mem- 
ber reports on what he or she has 
done. We polled many of the Cath- 
olics on their reasons why they 
stopped coming when only about 
one-third the way through the 
talks. Most said they found they 
knew much of the doctrine being 
presented. So they decided to dis- 
continue coming. Knowledge like 
this will serve us in good 
stead. (Incidentally I am no long- 
er the sole male member of our 
praesidium. We now have two 
others. One is a Mountie. No, girls, 
he doesn’t come to the meeting in 
his scarlet uniform). 

The Legion of Mary 

Our Lady’s Legion is taking 
root here in Edmonton. The Curia 
was set up three months ago, and 
as I write these lines I am think- 
ingof the third Curia meeting this 
Sunday afternoon. 

The Curia is the governing body 
of all the member praesdia (we 
have about six now in the city 
with the prospect of many more 
in the near future). And guess 
where it meets. Why, at the Cath- 
olic Information Centre, of course. 

In our Chapel there is seating 
capacity for seventy-five. On De- 
cember the fifth, the first Friday, 
95 people came to the noon Mass 

. .an overflow. In addition, we 
were highly honored, that day, to 
have the newly consecrated Bish- 
op Emmett Doyle say his second 
Mass as a Bishop in our chapel. 
Bishop Doyle was formerly Chanc- 
ellor of the Edmonton Archdiocese 
and was in at the birth of the In- 
formation Centre. 

His able, sure and kind assist- 
ance we can never forget. He has 
been the staunchest supporter of 
the I.C. from the begining. 

After his Mass, he spoke briefly 
to the people. He said he hoped 
they would continue coming to 
Mass at the I.C., where they might 
go on receiving Our Lord in Holy 
Communion. 

December was quite a month. 
On the Feast of the Immaculate 
Conception, there were well over 
a hundred at Mass, and it was 
standing room only. It was a very 
busy month. Despite the sub-zero 
weather, almost every day saw 
crowds of people downtown for 
Christmas shopping. 

One Man Is Busy 

I did quite a trade in Christmas 
cards and calendars, not to men- 
tion the pamphlets and pocket 
books which are stocked in abund- 
ance. As the Information Centre is 
only a block away from the de- 
partment stores, you may imagine 
that the one-man staff didn’t have 
to worry about finding work to do. 

-Working here is working in a 
glass house. nder the bright flu- 
orescent light, everyone can see 
your slightest gesture from the 
street. People look at the books 
and pamphlets on the rack in the 
window, one of the most popular 
windows yet. Only God knows who 
is affected by what: but it is en- 
couraging to have a non-Catholic 
come in and inquire about becom- 
ing a Catholic, mentioning how 
he had been impressed with the 
literature display, as one fellow 
did. 

There is much to be done to 
bring these people to Christ. 





A New Year Prayer 


By Peggy Clarke 











My fairest lady 

never was it known at any time 

that anyone who bothered, pester- 
ed, entreated or begged you 

was ignored or given the cold 
shoulder 


with these thoughts in mind I 
come hot foot to you 

my lady and mother 

unafraid ~ 

standing before you as I am 

a pretty sad picture 


refuse not to hear me then 

O lady of pity 25 
but since you are ever courteous 
hear my prayer 

and ever powerful 

answer me. 


A Long Litany of 
The Lost and Lonely 


By Mamie Legris 


Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon: 
—As the New Year is born, I am 
sure it is quite normal to do a bit 
of reminiscing. So many things 
happen in one year, even in our 
humble apostolate in the Yukon. 
Tonight many thoughts race 
through my mind. 

The first are about the missing 
members of our family. Terry and 
Louie. Terry who spent a year at 
Maryhouse and Louie who pio- 
neered here for four years, were 
given assignments at Madonna 
House during the past year. We 
miss them very much. Let me in- 
troduce you to our present staff. 
Fr. Gene, Mary Ruth, Edith Scott, 
Joe Hogan, Michael Wright and 
Denis Happy. 

There are our ten Indian boys 
who board at Maryhouse and at- 
tend grades nine, ten, and eleven 
in Whitehorse. They are a very 
special part of our family. They 
live here ten months of the year. 

A Long Litany 

I think of our holy shepherd of 
the Vicariate, Bishop Coudert. 
The twenty-seven Oblate Mission- 
aries who take care of nearly five 
thousand souls in this vast terri- 
tory. The three Oblate Brothers 
who labor so unobtrusively in the 
missions. The Little Missionary 
Sisters of St. Joseph who take care 
of the Rectory, and the Sisters of 
Providence and the Sisters of St. 
Ann who teach and nurse in the 
Vicariate. 

Yes, all these people are very 
close friends and they are in our 
thoughts and prayers daily. But 
there are many others, a long lit- 
any of them, who come to my 
mind, The stranded, the poor, the 
hungry, the lonely, who came to 
Maryhouse during the past year. 

There was sixteen-year-old Jean 
who arrived with her coyote. She 
had left her unhappy home in 
the Maritimes and was planning 
to go to Alaska. While working her 
way along, she captured a baby 
coyote some place in Saskatche- 
wan and was trying to tame it. 
When she got the offer of a job 
she would accept it only if her 
coyote were welcome too. So, to 
make a long story short, Jean 
wasn’t allowed into Alaska. 

She was brought to us by the 
Mounties, and of course we wel- 
comed her coyote too. Things were 
lively at St. Catherine’s while the 
coyote was around. The social 
worker got a job for Jean but 
after a few weeks she left the Yu- 
kon as quietly as she had come. 
She told me that she had read 
some place that in cases of broken 
homes, if the children ran away 
often enough it would bring their 
parents together. I wonder if this 
broken-hearted girl has succeed- 
ed in doing that. 


Irene and John 


There was Irene—a girl in her 
late thirties who could have passed 
for sixty. She was nervous and 
afraid. She always had a tear in 
her eye. She couldn’t get work 
and was penniless. She must have 
been wary of us, and I’m sure she 
wondered what racket we were in 
—lodging and feeding her, once 
in a while slipping her a package 
of cigarettes to calm her nerves. 
After a couple of weeks the Wel- 
fare paid her fare to another city. 
I wonder how Irene spent Christ- 
mas and New Years’. How will she 
spend the winter? 

There was John who was certain 
he had a vocation to a strict order 
of Contemplative monks in Eng- 
land. But in case it wasn’t John’s 
vocation, the monks wanted him 
to have a return ticket. John 
thought he would make the 
money fast in this land of Eldor- 
ado, so he came to the Yukon. We 
got him job after job, but John 
was too upset to persevere any 
place. Finally he was caught steal- 
ing some small article in a store. 
When he went before the judge 
for his sentence he beg; the 
judge to give him a long term so 
that he could learn a trade while 
in jail, get a good job and make 
the money for his passage to Eng- 
land quickly once he was free 
again. I know John is still in jail 
and safe from the cold and hunger 
of the winter, 

Anne and Mary 

I think of Anne and Mary, two 
little girls ages four and six who 
were brought to house at 
midnight on a cold autumn night. 
The Mounties had found them 
huddled together on an old couch 
at the back of their house await- 
ing the return of their parents. 
The kids were glad enough to get 
some warm food and be tucked 
away in a cozy bed at St. Cather- 
ine’s. A few days later their Dad 
came for them and we haven't 
seen them sinee. 

There was Louie, an alcoholic. 














He came late one night to ask to 


sleep at Maryhouse. He had a good 
room in a boarding house, but 
many of his old drinking ls 
were having a party that night 
and were begging him to come. He 
knew if he stayed at his boarding 
house he would join the party— 
And after five months of sobriety, 
that was the one thing he didn’t 
want to do. So we gave him a bed 
for the night. 

There was our good friend Jim. 
He told us that all the teeth on 
one side of his mouth were good— 
but those on the other side always 
hurt. So, to kill the pain, he had 
spent on liquor, most of his 
$80,000 he had earned in the past 
twenty years. When he sobered 
up this time he was planning to go 
to the dentist and have the bad 
teeth extracted. 


Nameless Lady 


And there was the woman who 
arrived at four o’clock this morn- 
ing. Her common-law husband 
had beaen her up. She could go to 
the hotel but he might find her 
there. She warned me that she 
was a Protestant, and that she 
wouldn’t tell me her name in case 
I should divulge her whereabouts. 
I told her we didn’t bother about 
names or have any religious dis- 
crimination. She slept half a day 
and then left. We won’t likely ever 
see her again. 

Many, many more people flash 
through my mind this New Year 
of 1959, I think much about them. 
I often wish I could help them 
more and make their lot in life a 
little easier. They ask so little of 
us—Usually just a little kindness 
Quite often I am sure they expect 
only reproach. You walk shoulder 
to shoulder with these lonely souls 
every day. Most of them look as 
normal as you do—but what sad- 
ness they try to hide! 

Please pray, during this year, 
that some little bit of love will be 
shown to these lonely souls, who 
are not only in the Yukon but in 
every hamlet and city in the 
world. 


The World's Welfare 
Is In Your Wallets 


By Catherine de Hueck Doherty 














Way back in 1930, when I start- 
ed on the Lay Apostolate of Cath- 
olic Action, which eventually de- 
veloped into this Madonna House 
Secular Institute, I embraced com- 
plete poverty. So did those work- 
ing with me. Then, as now, we 
were giving cur lives to work for 
the poor, and living among the 
poor. To understand the poor, one 
must be poor. 

We begged then—sometimes I 
went from door to door, with a 
basket, begging for food for hun- 
gry men. We begged also for 
clothes. Then, as now, we took 
what we needed from the second- 
hand clothing donated to us. 


No Let Up 


I thought, at first, that it would 
be easy to beg; both for the poor 
people we served, and for our- 
Selves, the servers. I found it easy 
to beg for others; but even to this 
day it is difficult to beg for myself. 
I take what the Lord sends. My 
needs are few. But as the apostol- 
ate grew I began to learn I had 
to increase my begging. Not for 
food. God sends us plenty. Not for 
clothes. We can easily keep our 
eighty or so people decently and 
warmly dressed. God sends us 
clothing. What I must beg for es- 
pecially, now, is space. Rooms for 
boys and girls. Dormitories. Mess 
halls. Class rooms. Work rooms. 
Cash. 

It is most important, in these 
days of the communist infiltration 
to train and equip Catholic Lay 
Apostles so that they may en- 
large the Kingdom of God and 
keep it safe from the enemy... 
YOUNG MEN AND YOUNG WO- 
MEN, FORMED IN DEEP FAITH 
AND SPIRIT BY PRIESTS ES- 
PECIALLY DERICATED TO THIS 
FORMATION... . YOUTH 
TRAINED FOR MANY YEARS IN 
THE MANIFOLD ASPECTS OF 
THE SOCIAL APOSTOLATE OF 
THE MARKET PLACE . 
WHERE THEY WILL LIVE ALL 
THEIR LIVES, BLENDING WITH 
THOSE THEY SERVE, WITNES- 
SING TO CHRIST BY LOVING 
AND SERVING ALL THOSE 
AROUND THEM, 

We Keep Growing 

Those who know, including the 
Holy Father, tell us that this com- 
paratively small army of Lay Ap- 
ostles may change the face of the 
earth. It seems God agrees with 
them. For we grow! We grow! We 
keep on growing—and we cannot 
contain our growth. 

Here is a strange situation. God 
sends us many vocations. What 
shall we do with them? Last Fall 
there were twenty-one young 

ple who eame to live with us, 
to clarify their vocations, Some of 
them, if not all, will eventually 





join our Apostolate. 


Their coming swelled the num-| 


ber of ple living here the year 
around to a little beyond the 60 
mark. This year, undoubtedly, we 
shall laugh about the days when 
“we thought sixty people were a 
crowd.” 

We were not equipped to house 
60 people adequately, nor to make 
them very comfortable. Think of 
sixty people in terms of houses, 
beds, mattresses, sheets and pil- 
low cases, towels, face cloths, 
bathrooms, bathtubs or show- 
ers, bed rooms, study rooms. 

Sixty In Need 

Think of sixty people just in 
terms of soap or tooth powder. 
Or of dental care, doctor bills, and 
travelling expenses when they go 
from one of our houses to another 
—any from Combermere-to Win- 
slow, Arizona, or to the Yukon, or 
to Portland, Oregon. 

These people come to us mostly 
from Canada and _ the United 
States. Your sons . . your daugh- 
ters .. . your brothers or sisters. 
And some have come from such 
distant places as Chile, Spain, 
France, Ireland, England, Scot- 
land. They come eagerly to give 
their lives to God in this new form 
of service—lives totally dedicated 
under three vows. Poverty. Chas- 


and packed away for next year.| 
So is every red, green, or gold) 
ribbon. So are the few remain-| 
ing toys. Not many remain, but! 
what do we will start packing for) 
the 18 rural school . . or will there | 





Hail to Bishop Doyle 














tity. Obedience. They are ready 
to go to the confines of the| 
earth—to places nobody else! 
would want to be found dead in. 
God sends them here. Only God 
can give a vocation. So it is our 
duty to take care of them, some-| 
how, even if we have no money,}| 
and all our space is filled. I fig-| 
ure it is up to me to keep raising | 
my tired voice to beg for cash, for 
all the needs of our spiritual fam- | 
ily. (The more I beg, the bigger | 
the family grows; and the bigger | 
the family grows the more I have} 
to beg!) | 
To Beg is Hard | 

I do not find it any easier to beg 
than it was twen “Bee years | 
ago. It is still hard, terribly hard. | 
It is much harder than begging | 
for the agen 2 from door to) 
door with that pathetic little bas- 
ket. Why is that? I couldn’t tell| 


you. It just is. | 


Yet I must not falter. I must| Don’t waste them. We gave many| 


not weaken. I must continue, be-| 
cause I understand, better per-| 
haps than mg my else, the ter-| 
rible menace that surrounds us. 
Am I not a refugee from Com- 
munist revolution? And well I} 
know that the only thing that will 
conquer this menace, this fire of 
hellish hate, is the love of God 
brought by men to men. Our 
young men and women bring love 
wherever they go. 

Perhaps you too see the danger 
that faces the world, and the way 
to fight that danger—as Pope 
Pius XII saw it, and as Pope John | 
XXIII sees it. The terrible nec-| 
essity of sending forth as many! 
lay missionaries of love as God) 
will let us send. 

Ten Young Women | 

God is merciful, and miraculous | 
things happen with just a_ little! 
cash. For instance, quite recently, | 








we were faced with the problem of | nylon stockings? Yes . 


taking care of more Staff Work- 
ers and Staff Worker Applicants. | 
We were heavily overdrawn at the | 
bank. Our begging letter was not | 
bringing in much money. We| 
had to find rooms and facilities, | 
just the same, for these new 
people—or let them go. 

In this emergency we acquired 
a new farm. Phil Larkin, one of 
our old Staff Workers, who left 
us to marry, and to till the soil, 
decided there were too few dol- 
lars and too many stones in his 
farm. He sold it to us for a “song.” 
We couldn’t sing the song, though, 
at the moment. But we prayed. 
The essential few dollars came to 
us. We sang the song. And we had 
accommodations for ten young 
women! 

A few dollars will work another 
miracle—if we can raise them. We 
need room for more people; men 
and women. We need space to 
train new soldiers—new messeng- 
ers Of love to the world. WILL 
YOU HELP US MAKE ROOM FOR 
THEM? 
SPREAD LOVE IN ORDER TO 
CONQUER HATE? TRULY, 
THERE IS NO OTHER WAY. 

THE WELFARE OF THE 
WORLD IS IN YOUR WALLETS. 





One Man's Scrap.. 
Another Man’s Gold... 


Christmas is over, and, as in 
thousands of other households, we 
are digging ourselves out from 
under its beautiful gay remnants. 
Only the difference between us 
and other households is the size 
of the task. And also the fact 
that we are mere stewards... 
custodians . . of God’s gifts, sent 
to us through all i charitable 
hands. May He bless you now 
and always! 

So, we are oh, so careful with 
all “remnants”. Lovely Christ- 

















mas paper is nicely smoothed out 


be twenty this year 1959. 
Nails, Dishes, Wool? 

Now is also the time to 
carefully through all the won- 
drous odds and ends that your 
kindness sent us, and that did not 
quite belong to Christmas. You 
should see our workshop these 
days . . or our sewing, or handi- 
craft departments, or our kitchen. 
Everywhere, every nail, dish, 
strand of silk, needle, is in its 
proper place. Order reigns every- 
where, even in the joyous disorder 
of sorting every little item. We are 
truly ever so grateful to each and 
every one of you . . for all you 
sent through to us during last 
month. 

But even as we thank you, the 
needs of the apostolate, and those 
it serves, are again before us. . 
for no sooner have we put an item 
away then it is needed again, by 
us or others. And again it starts 
on another useful journey . 

How about those little balls of 
wool that were left over from your 
last knitting? Christmas must 
have brought you knitters many 
new balls of wool—and they clam- 
or for room . . why not send us 
what you do not need? 

Unfinished embroidery or knit- 
ting that has lost its interest for 
you—ours is still fresh . . send 
it along. We will finish it and put 
to good use the finished product. 


| Now with the new books the kid-| 


dies got for Christmas (and the 
adults too) perhaps this would 
be a good time for those wanting 
more room for their bookshelves 
to send us the old books. 
Wool, Dishes, Nails? 

Those remnants of material, 
dresses, and such that some sew- 
ed for Christmas—we could use 


and draperies, and every type— 
any kind of material remnants. 


away to those who needed them 
so. A little remnant—will make 
a playsuit for a two-year-old, a 
dress for baby, a pair of pants for 
Junior—(You should see how 
nicely sewn up they were too!) 

Crockery? China? Pictures? 
Large? Small? Mirrors? House 
ornaments? With new gifts, old 
ones maybe could be disposed of 
to make room for the new? Silver- 
ware of all kinds, that is not real- 
ly silver, or maybe a little tarnish- 
ed, or shoddy. . to us is truly a 
find. 

Wire of all kind. . nails and 
screws . . hooks for shooks, for 
doors and windows, with eyes or 
without. .. Hammers. . saws. . 
all kind of tools . . the workshop 
boys beg me to beg those . . . old 
+ fee 
and always! 

Large or small . . from a needle 
to anything you care to name... 
if you can send it on... so many 
will be so grateful for so much! 
Happy blessed New Year to all, 
and a million thanks. 

—Catherine Doherty 


| Marian Centre, in Edmonton, 
|Alta., sent a delegation of Staff 


go|Workers to the consecration of 
|the Most Rev. W. Emmett Doyle, 


ithe new bishop of Nelson, B.C. 
‘His Excellency was one of the 





most popular priests in Edmon- 
ton, and the good friend of many 
|. Miss Sally Murphy, 
been in Edmonton only long en- 
she was sent there from Madonna 
|House—describes the ceremonies 
A Homey Consecration 

The affair would have been 
with all the purple, the choir, the 
/ceremonies, etc., but somehow it 
‘of homey! 
| “Now this sounds funny, I 
| guess; but what I mean is — 
|bishops present, you noticed that 
|the purple looked a bit thread- 
;ments a little elderly. The choir 
|was made up of guys who come 
Centre. The congregation was 
made up of ordinary people from 
itself is really just the beginning 
of a Cathedral and not very im- 
being consecrated was certainly 
| well known and loved by most of 
all the hours-long ceremony and 
ritual, there was no ‘distant’ feel- 
are so incredibly beautiful they 
wring your heart. 
to be consecrated has his head 
bound up with what looked from 
figure this one out, and discover- 
ed that not only is the head an- 


in Marian Centre. 
who has 
ough to know her way around— 
in her own unique way. 
overwhelming, she says, “what 
|gave me a feeling of being kind 
| when you took a good look at the 
| bare in most cases; the gilded vest- 
|down and wash floors at Marian 
all walks of life. The Cathedral 
pressive looking. And the man 
|the people in the church. So, for 
ing. The prayers of Consecration 
“In the beginning the bishop 
a distance to be a towel. I tried to 
nointed, but oil is poured on the 





| these so well! And cotton ones . .|/head and rubbed over the entire 


|surface of the hands. So the cloth 
/serves a very utilitarian purpose. 
He Becomes a Bishop 

| “During a long period in the 
|ceremony, the Gospels are placed, 
/open, on the back of the neck of 
{the bishop-elect, and held there 
'by two assistants. Later, at the 
|Offertory of the Mass, the bishop 
being consecrated brings ‘gifts’ 
to the bishop consecrating him. 
Two lighted torches (candles) two 
loaves of bread, and two kegs of 
wine. 

“After the mitre is put on the 
head of the new bishop toward 
the end of the ceremony it is as 
if his personality has completely 
changed. Up until now he had 
been the one bowing down, being 
anointed, begging God’s help, 
prostrating himself before the 
consecrator. Now the consecrator 
steps aside. The new bishop sits 
in the center of all, resplendent 
(and I knew the maning of that 
word for the first time today) in 
his white vestments and mitre, 
| holding his crosier. 
|_ “The choir is singing the Te 
|Deum. Everything is beautiful. 
| All of a sudden he is there, walk- 
|ing down the aisle, shining, bles- 
sing everybody. Boy! It is over! 
|Period! What a master of dram- 
jatic effect is our Holy Mother 
| church!” 

And what a fine reporter is our 
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HAPPY 
ask “is Denis really Happy?” 


They are invariably answered, “yes, Denis is always Happy.” 
Denis James Happy, son of Alex and Muriel Happy, of 3412 
Church St., Windsor, Ontario, is at present one of the Madonna 
House lay missionaries in the far-away Yukon. He was born 
August 10, 1934, became a Staff Worker Applicant at Madonna 
House on Sept. 8, 1956, and was given his silver cross in the 


following April. 


Mr. Happy went to St. Angel’s school in Windsor, to 


Assumption High School, and 


Christian Brothers College. He 


has worked at various jobs. He was a credit clerk, a bank teller, 
the chain man on a survey crew—and in Madonna House he 


did many things — including 


coaching boys in hockey. Last 


May he was sent to Marian Centre, in Edmonton. In September 
he was sent to Whitehorse, to work under the direction of 


Mamie Legris, the director of 


Maryhouse. His principle task 


there is to make the Indian boys happy and keep them happy. 


So Denis isn’t the only one who is happy. 


, 
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Lay Apostolate Comes 
Of Age. At Long Last! 


By Catherine Doherty 














The train rolled softly, easily, 
eating up miles of a roadbed that 
wound its way across immense 
and beautiful western Canada. I 
sat looking out of the window, 
on my way to a Conference that 
was to be held in Winnipeg, Man- 
itoba. My thoughts were far away, 
twenty eight years away — and 
they were rolling softly, easily in 
the opposite direction. 

I remembered the beginnings 
of our Apostolate, the gentle holy 
face of Archbishop Neil McNeil, 
then Ordinary of the Toronto Di- 
ocese, as he listened to my out- 
pourings about the strange “vo- 
cation” I thought was then mine. 
One that would keep me in the 
world, living among the de-Chris- 
tianized masses of the poor. 

It was a vocation that called 
simply for witnessing to Christ in 
their midst, BEING AMONG 
THEM IN THE MARKET PLACE 
... LOVING AND SERVING) 
THEM. 

Half A Century 
I remembered his quiet, earn- 


est answer. “‘Child—you have a 


vocation fifty years ahead of our) also, and that this could best be| Altar. This Christian practice is 


time. I pity you, and I envy you. 
Kneel down, and I will bless you. 
Persevere for you have a hard 
but Oh! — a much needed voca- 
tion.” 

The song of the train wheels 
could have been the song of the 
passed year, swiftly carrying me 
across a land almost virgin, much 


of it still wild, and uninhabited. . 


Canada unlimited! 

Those years carried me, and 
those who joined me, across much 
wilderness. So few knew anything 
about Catholic Action or the Lay 
Apostolate! 

Now I was going to the sixth| 
CATHOLIC SOCIAL LIFE CON-| 
FERENCE, the theme of which| 
was, “THE TRAINING AND ROLE | 
OF SOCIAL CHRISTIAN LEAD-| 

It did not quite seem possible! 

Dream? No. Reality. 

Winnipeg, at last — and the 
Conference under way. Three days 
of it. November 16th, 17th, and 
18th. Three days packed with 
Masses, prayers, lectures, discus- 
sions, workshops, fruitful “bull 
sessions”, and meetings with 
friends, old and new. 

Topics like “Christian Social 
leadership”, given by Dr. Francis 
Leddy; ‘Christian Social Lead- 
ership in Industry,” by Mr. Claude 
Jodoin; “Christian Social Leader- 
ship in Rural Life,” by Rev. Jer- 
ome Webber; “Our Catholic Pro- 
grams,” A critical Examination 
by M. MacKEarchern, Bishop of 
Charlotte, P.E.L., “Christian 
Leadership in. Sports”, by Mr. 
Danny Gullivan; “Christian Lead- 
ership in Education,” by Rev. 
Charles MacDonald; “The spirit- 
ual and Apostolic Training of Lay 
Leaders” by Rev. L. K. Poupore; 
“Christian Social Leadership in 
Family Life.” by Mr. Grant Max- 
well. The masterly Summation by 
the Most Rev. Edward Jenings, 
Bishop of Forth William, Ont. 

As the lectures opened I saw 
new proofs of the growth of the 
Apostolate and new understand- 
ing of the need of it. As workshop 
succeeded workshop, as bull ses- 
sions went on and on, fruitful and 
clarifying, way into the wee hours 
of the night, I had to rub my eyes, 
to assure myself this was actually 
hapening. Imagine my utter joy, 
surprise, astonishment. 

To Sit and Listen! 

Perhaps few “old timers” like 
me felt such joy invading mind, 
soul, and heart. Twenty eight 
years are short before God, but 
long to man. 

To sit there and to hear public- 
ly discussed the things that our 
little group, and probably many 
other groups of lay apostles, had 
truly TRAVAILED _ through! 
(Travailed through in_ blood, 
sweat, and tears ... in the dark- 
ness of some strange night . 
feeling our way . . . seeking ad- 
vice and counsel every step of the 
hard uphill way, bearing as 
gladly as our weary hearts and 
bodies could, all the misunder- 
standings, persecutions, and con- 
demnations—rejoicing over rare 

raise and the many helps of 

ishops, priests, religious, and lay 
friends.) To sit and listen was a 
privilege unexpected. _ 

In the halls of a big hotel over 
thirty prelates, including a Card- 
inal, mingled kindly, easily, with 
some six hundred lay people and 
about two hundred priests, and 
many nuns. 

The lectures were good, the 
wor. interesting, the “bull” 

“wondrous. But all were 

dowed by this “coming to- 
gether” of the Hierarchy, the 
priests, the religious, and the lay 


people. ~ 


| In the wildest flights of my im- 
| agination, I did not think this was 
possible not until I saw. it with 
my own eyes in Rome, in 1951, 
when the late Holy Father called 
together the First World Congress 
lof the Lay Apostolate. 
Then — And Now 

| That was Rome, a cosmopolitan 
|Centre, the heart of Christen- 
|dom. This was a midwestern city) 
‘of Canada, and sheep and shep- 
herds were gathered once more 
| There had been five previous Con- 
| ferences. But this was the biggest 
|and the best—and the first for me. 
| As in a panoramic view I saw 
what had been quietly accomp- 
lished in Canada and my soul 
|sang endles Alleluias in gratitude 
|to Our Lady and Her Divine Son! 
|At long last the Lay Apostolate 
|had come of age in our land. Al- 
| leluia! 
| And then there was a unity that 
{ran through all the speeches— 
|no matter who spoke! Bishop, 
Priest, or Layman .. . all agreed 
| that: 
| Whatever the goal of a given 
|apostolate might be, whether it 
| were a “free—or a totally dedicat- 
ied one’, it needed primarily two 
|things—SPIRITUAL INFORMA- 
| TION, AND SOUND DOCTRIN- 
|AL KNOWLEDGE. 

That THE SPIRITUAL FORMA- 





|'TION was most important, and 
that without it there could be no} 
Apostolate. 


That the Spiritual Formation|Midnight Mass when the Chila|"@ce. The 
ihow God 


rested on doctrinal knowledge} 
given through the Liturgy and| 
participation in it. Through Scrip- 
tures, Meditations, vocal prayers, 
|}and examination of conscience. 
| That it must be helped by fre-| 
|quent uses of the Sacrament of 
Penance, retreat, days of recol- 
lection and Holy Hours. 

Joy of A Pioneer 


The need for both religious and 
|profane, or secular, knowledge 
|was discussed and the immens- 
|ity of the task was brought clearly 
forward. 

Truly the ground was covered 
well. All the things that twenty 
eight years of travail had made 
us familiar with, were brought 
forth. The joy was to see it 
brought forth on such scale! 

Joy and hope were for me, the 
keynotes of that Conference. 
Now I pray for one thing only . 
THAT NONE OF US WHO WERE 
THERE SHOULD REST ON OUR 
LAURELS ... especially the laity. 
Our Bishops are behind us. Our 
priests ready to help. Let us not 
fail them or God . . for the task 
of restoring His world to Him daily 
grows more urgent. There is no 
time for rest. 

On the way back home, the 
song of the train wheels seemed to 
me to be just one STEADILY, 
CONSTANTLY REPEATED 
JOYOUS ALLELUIA. 


POOR HAVE GOSPEL 
BROUGHT TO THEM 


By Theresa Davis 














Casa De Nuestra Senora, Win- 
slow, Ariz—One of the most 
wonderful vocations in the world 
is that of teaching Catechism, of 
being an instrument in the Hands 





was put in a box. No one, of 
course, was to see the number of 
beans in the box. Then the box 
was wrapped, tied with pretty 
ribbons, and placed in front of the 
crib as a gift for the Child Jesus | 
on His birthday. Afterwards we} 
gave the beans to.a needy family. 
Even the teenagers thought this 
was a terrific idea. 
Kids Can Be A Joy 





WHAT WE 
OWE THE JEW 


By Marie T. Langlois 








For the teeners_we borrowed an- 
other idea from HI-TIME maga- 
zine. Each one was given a morti- 
fication written on a_ piece of 
paper which was pulled out of a 
hat. A different one was chosen 
for each week of Advent. These 
kids were very conscientous in car- 
rying out their assignments. It 
was really a joy to see them at 
Mass and Holy Communion in 
the morning. 

On Saturday, Dec. 6th, Saint 
Nicholas came to the Catechism 
party. The next week, everyone 
put together his own crib set. 
Then there were the choir prac- 
tices for Las Posadas novena. 

Las Posadas means an inn, and 
Las Posadas is the old Mexican 
tradition of offering shelter to 
Mary and Joseph on each of the 
nine evenings before the feast of 
Christmas. This delightful cus- 
tom puts everybody in the true 
Christmas spirit. Santa Claus 
takes a back seat—where he be- 
longs. 

The novena 





ends with 


Jesus is born again upon the 


a great help to offset the pagan 
commercialism at this time of 
year. 
A Smash Hit 

The pinata is a game that fol- 
lows the evening service. All the 
children gather in the church 
hall. The boys and girls form a 
circle around a gaily decorated 
bag filled with candy and nuts, 
hanging from the ceiling. One 
child after another is blindfolded, 
turned round and round. Each 
contestant is given 3 chances to 
hit the bag with a stick. But he 
can only swing after a little ditty 
is sung to guarantee that no one 
gets clobbered on the head. Every- 


would reveal His 
people in a special way and would 
keep alive in 
hope and longing for the promis- ung ’ 

the Messias. This| Chair of Unity Octave, an annual 


ed Redeemer a 
the Jewish| crusade of prayer for religious un- 


the |chosen people ¢ 
Old Testament tells|ity. The Octave ( 
formed His people,| under Father Paul James Francis, 


|gave them the Law by which He S.A., founder of the Society of the 
lwished them live—the Ten|Atonement at Graymoor, N.Y. It 
Commandments revealed: to Mos- 


es on Mount Sinai. 


The course of instructions on 


the Faith continues at the Cath- 
olic Information Centre. And the 
further we progress in our studies 
the more we become aware of 
the role the Jewish people played 
in the foundations of the Church. 


After the Fall of our first par- 


ents, men were indeed in a sorry 
state. They had lost the friend- 
ship of God, the very purpose of 
their 
mercy on mankind and promised 
a Redeemer. This is how He made 
provision for restoring the lost 
friendship between Himself and 
men. He chose Abraham to be the 
father 
would guide personally. 


existence. But God had 


of a people whom He 


Hope Stored Up 


Through His prophets He 
will to this 





their hearts the 


was 


to 


As generation succeeded gen- 


eration, God continued to show 
His special interest in these chos- 
en ones, by delivering them from 
the hands of their enemies, pro- 
viding for their needs both ma- 
terial and spiritual, admonishing 
them when they went astray, 
and always reminding them that 
it was from their ranks that the 
Savior of the world would spring 
forth. 


As time went, on the prophets 


gradually unfolded new know- 
ledge 
Messias. He would be 
birth, a king, of mysterious divine 


about the long-awaited 


of royal 


dale—give it 
one’, while he swings where he 
.|thinks the bag hangs. When the 
pinata is broken, all the kids make 
a mad dash for the candy. It is 
fun and would go over big in your 
own community. 


gathered at the Casa and we went 
caroling. Each evening ended with 
a visit to a shut-in or a soul living 
alone, we brought each a fruit 
cake and a mantel-sized Christ- 
mas tree decorated by the kids 


origin, descended from the fam- 
ily of David. He would be a tea- 
cher and a prophet. He would op- 
pose the enemies of mankind — 
the devil and sin—and gain com- 
plete victory. This He would ac- 
complish through His bitter pas- 
sion and lonely death. All man- 
kind would benefit by His sacri- 
fice unto the end of time. 
Alas, We Too! 

This then is the great service 
that the Jewish people rendered 
to the world—they prepared the 
way for the coming of Christ. 
Often, it is true, they turned their 
faces-away from God, as we, alas! 
still do today. But again and 
again He called them back to Him 


Then there were the drama 
plays of the Annunciation, the 
Visitation, and the Nativity. Dec. 
25th was not the end of Christ- 
mas for us. 

There are still the 12 days after 
Christmas. On the feast of the 
Epiphany, one the grades is to 
present the play the “Three 
Kings” for the other Catechism 
classes. This is the day we give all 
the students presents and candy. 

May God bless all our bene- 








of God to plant the seed of love 
and to help it grow and blossom 
in the hearts of children. 

Our catechetical _ program in- 
volves the teaching of 450 students 
who do not attend Catholic 
schools. Unfortunately the actual 
attendance number falls very 
short of this figure. Still it re- 
quires 16 teachers which include 
teen-agers, married women, 3 
Staff Workers, and our Pastor. We 
meet every Sunday at the Casa 
to prepare. the classes for the 
coming week, to discuss problems, 
to be inspired and to be trained 
by our Pastor. We are learning so 
much! And it’s fun! 

Saturday is our project day. 
This always ties in with the Litur- 
gical year, so that the child lives 
his week with Christ. 

A Heart Is a Home 

Advent and Christmas and 
Epiphany were especially good 


-| times for projects. There was the 


Advent Wreath, which every 
child helped to make, to take 
home for the family to prepare 
together for the Birthday of 
Christ. Phil Knight and the Boy 
Scouts gathered the greens and 
made the frames. The kids loved 
the symbolism . . . the circle for 
the  never-beginningness - and 
never-endingness of God; the 4 
candles giving more light with 
each week, preparing us for the 
approach of the Light of the 
World; the evergreens; the symbol 
of eternal life and the never 
changiness of God; and the purple 
ribbon as a reminder to do pen- 
ance. To purify our hearts that 
they might be His Home. 

To encourage the young ones to 
make sacrifices we used an idea 
in that excellent book “The Year 
with our Children”. For each 
sacrifice and mortification a bean 





factors who helped make this 
day such a beautiful one. 

Right now we are looking for- 
ward to the great feast day of the 
Holy Family. As yet we have no 
project planned. However it is our 
prayer that some day all famil- 
ies of this parish and of the 
world will be modelled on the 
Holy Family. . . with Christ a 
Member of each home. 





PRIEST’S ROLE 


(Continued From Page One) 
give him a short list of what you 
think are your virtues, and weak- 
nesses. That will help him too. 
Don’t be verbose on paper or in 
your interview. Say what you have 
to say. Listen to what he has to 
Say. And go forth to carry his 
advice into your life. 

We Need Everything 

At his feet you will learn to 
die to self, to grow in love of 
God and neighbor, and in all vir- 
tues. Above all, you will learn 
from His directions, how to love 
God daily more and more. 

Those in the Lay Apostolates es- 
pecially need individual spiritual 
direction, the clear cut answers of 
the Cross. 

Through spiritual direction the 
will is strengthened. And the goal 
and way to it clarified. 

Secure in obedience, love, and 
trust, the Jay apostle truly be- 
comes apostolic. And -the tran- 
quility of God’s order descends on 
the whole apostolate, like a dew 
from heaven. 

SPIRITUAL DIRECTION ... 
OF ITS INDIVIDUAL MEMBERS 
IS THE PRIMARY NEED OF ALL 








THE LAY APOSTOLATES. 


and they returned. 


Turning now to the liturgy as 


we know it—how much of it is 
but an echo of the prayer and 
worship of the Jewish people. The 
Divine Office, 
priests, religious, and lay people 
throughout the world, is taken in 
large part from the Old Testa- 
ment. We of Madonna House have 
the joy of saying those beautiful 
psalms at Prime and Compline. 


recited daily by 


And when we study the Mass, 


we see that much of it is modelled 
on the ancient worship of the 
synagogue. In fact, in the early 
days of 
Mass, up to the Offertory, was 
taken from the Jewish ceremon- 
ies. The idea of sacrifice—the of- 
fering of a gift as a sign of the 
creature’s 
Maker, of his‘love and gratitude 
—is present from earliest history 
—from the offerings of Abel, of 
Abraham and of Melchisedech. 
Only now it is Christ Himself 
whom we offer with ourselves to 
the Father. 


Christianty, the fore- 


dedication to his 


As we reflect on these truths, 


it is sad indeed to recall that we 
who claim 
Christ, have been wont 
past, and continue today, to treat 
the Jews as outcasts! 


followers of 
in the 


to be 


Through My Faults! 
When we remember the perse- 


cutions they have been subjected 
to, particularly in our own times, 
should we not examine our con- 
sciences as to how we may have 
contributed to their sufferings by 
our attitude of 
disparagement, by unkind jokes 
and smart insinuations? 


superiority or 


These are the people who gave 


us Christ, and He died for them 
as well as for us. 


It is said that the world will 


not end until the Jewish people 
have found their way back into 
the one true fold—the Church. 
Perhaps we could hasten the ful- 
filment of this prediction by our 
love and our prayers. 


May the lovely Jewish Maiden, 


Mary, our Mother and theirs, 
show us the way! 





THAT ALL 
MAY BE ONE 


By Titus Cranny, S.A. 











January 18 marks the feast of 
the Chair of St. Peter at Rome. It 
is the feast of the primacy and su- 
premacy of the Prince of the Ap- 
ostles to whom the Lord said: 
“Thou are Peter and upon this 
rock I will build my Church.” It 
expresses the authority and su- 
premacy of the Pope as Vicar of 
Christ living today in the person- 
age of the Holy Father. 

Eight days later, January 25, 
the Church celebrates the feast of 
the Conversion of St. Paul, struck 
down on the road to Damascus, 
who became God’s firebrand in 
spreading the faith throughout 
the world. His conversion was a 
mystery and a miracle—a proto- 
type of those who enter the 
Church and of all who work for 
the extension of God’s kingdom 
on earth. 

Anglican Origin 

These two feasts mark the be- 

ginning and the conclusion of the 


began in 1908 


had a very unusual origin for a 
Catholic devotion—it began un- 
der Anglican auspices. But 
months later on October 30, 1909 
Father Paul and his small band 
of followers, struck by divine grace 
on their own Damascus road, en- 
tered the Catholic Church at 
Graymoor. : 

Church authorities were quick 
to approve the Octave when Fa- 
ther Paul sought their blessing. 
Archbishop John Farley of New 
York and Archbishop D. Falconio, 
O.F.M., the apostolic delegate, 
glady gave their approval to the 
movement. Then on December 27, 
1909 less than two months after 
Father Paul’s entrance into the 
Church, St. Pius X blessed the 
Graymoor founder, his Society of 
the Atonement, and his special 


prayer crusade: the Chair of Unity | 


Octave. 

Today the Octave is kept in 
nearly all parts of the Catholic 
world as’ a response to an echo 
of the prayer of Christ on Holy 
Thursday at the institution of the 
Eucharist: ‘Holy Father, keep 
them in Thy name whom Thou 
hast given Me. That they all may 
be One as Thou, Father, in Me 
and I in Thee, that they also may 
be One in Us, that the world may 
believe that Thou has sent Me.” 
(Jn. 17-21). 

Important Eight Days 

Cardinal Montini, Archbishop 
of Milan has spoken of the Octave 
as “most important but difficult.” 
“It is important,” he asserted, 
“because unity between those 
who believe in Christ is the perfec- 
tion of the saving work of Christ 
Himself. ‘That they all may be 
one’ was His supreme invocation 
before giving His life for the re- 
demption of the human race. It is 
important for the salvation of 
very many souls—if one under- 
stands the significance — consol- 
ing on one hand and tremendous 
on the other — of the principle: 
“Outside the Church there is no 
salvation.” 

At the same time the prelate 
pointed out that the achievement 
of Christian Unity by those out- 
side the Church is not-an easy 
goal. “The divisions of Christen- 
dom are deep and inveterate. Na- 
tional and ethnic feeling has rend- 
ered them characteristic; the his- 
tory of centuries has confirmed 
them; an interminable polemic 
has embittered them. An immense 
work of practical interest has 
nourished them; and utter con- 
fusion of ideas, sects, errors, and 
of good and bad faith has given 
them giantic proportions.” 

But at the same time this reun- 
ion of Christendom is not impos- 
sible. Divine wisdom asserted 
that He was the Good Shepherd 
and that some day there would be 
one fold and one_ shepherd. 
Throughout the ages the One 
Church of the Redeemer preserves 
its unity of faith, government, 
and worship with which its divine 
Founder endowed it. It is the goal 
of the Unity Octave_that other 
men may become members of the 


Church and share in its unfailing 
unity. 

Time For Prayers 
The Chair of Unity signifies the 
Chair of St. Peter, the symbol of 
authority and of unity, the ex- 
pression of the primacy of the 
Vicar of Christ over those who are 
members of the one flock. 
The Chair of Unity Octave 
should be a special time of prayer 
for all the faithful. They should 
burn with enthusiasm to promote 
the good of the Church and the 
welfare of souls. Father Paul said 
we should share the longing of 
the Good Shepherd for the souls 
that are separated from the unity 
of the one fold. 

Many years ago Prosper of Ac- 
quitaine, disciple of St. August- 
ine, expressed the universality of 
the Church’s prayer for unity. 
“The Church pleads before God 
everywhere, not only for the saints 
and those regenerated in Christ, 
but also for all infidels and all en- 
emies of the Cross of Christ, for all 
worshippers of idols, for all who 
persecute Christ in His members, 
for the Jews, and for the heretics 
and schismatics who are alien to 
the Unity of faith and charity.” 

We may appeal to the Blessed 
Mother of God whom Father Paul 
called Our Lady of the Atonement 
(At-one-ment) and Our Lady of 
Unity. For as through Mary the 
unity of the Church is preserved 
(spirit of St. Peter), so also 
through her souls are converted 
and brought to the unity of the 
One Fold (spirit of St. Paul). 

The soul of an apostle shares 
the sentiments of the Good Shep- 
herd in praying for sheep that are 
lost and wandering; he resembles 
the Mother of the Good Shepherd 
in striving to bring them to their 
only home, the Church. The Chair 
of Unity Octave, January 18-25, 
is one means of deepening this ap- 
ostolic love and this Christ-like 
fervor so that souls may be saved 
and the Church exalted. 








For all Catholic Books 
SEE, WRITE or WIRE 


CANADA'S CATHOLIC 
BOOK HOUSE 
. 
Fast Delivery 
Gift Certificates 
Free Research 
e 


Visit Alvernia 


70 Notre Dame West 
Near Place d’Armes 


MONTREAL 
VI. 9-2924 














A LOVE LETTER 


(Continued From Page One) 
never-failing smile, his never- 
cooling heart, his never-ending 
charity. Then it will be much eas- 
ier to fight the communists. Give 
us a new Saint, and we may give 
You a new world! 

Give us a saint who is both 
white and colored; and spectacul- 
ar things will happen in the 
United States and Canada, in Afri- 
ca, and in Asia and Europe and 
South America—and in a thous- 
and islands forgotten by every- 
one but You and Yours. 

Lord Hear Our Prayer 

Again, Lord, millions and mil- 
lions of people, friends of Bles- 
sed Martin, are praying that he be 
canonized—now, in this year, in 
the reign of our new Holy Father, 





Pope John XXIII. Iam merely one 
of many asking this tremendous 
favor for the world. 

I am told by those interested in 
his canonization that one more 
miracle is needed. Lord, I beg You, 
let that happen now, today, this 
week, this month, this year. And, 
please Lord, let it be a miracle no- 
body in the world can possibly ig- 
nore. 

Martin himself would ask this 
of You, if he weren’t so humble. 
He would ask it, not for his own 
glory, but for Yours. For, the bet- 
ter known and the more esteemed 
he is, Lord, the more will You be 
known and loved. Why he hasn’t 
asked it, in spite of his humility, 
I don’t know. Maybe he was wait- 
ing for a dope like me to ask You. 

I ask this favor, Lord, in Mar- 
tin’s name; and in the name of 
Your Son, Jesus, my Brother. 
Happy New Year to Him and to 
His Mother—and Yours, God— 
and mine; and to St. Joseph, and 
to Bl. Martin; and to all heaven, 
and to all the souls in Purgatory. 

T’ll be seeing You. With love, 





Eddie. 
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